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Author's Notes: 
Just a very short bit of goofiness. 


Ed casually dropped a santa hat on Chris's head. 
‘Satan Claus!" Stone exclaimed. "Can | sit on your lap and tell you what | want for Christmas?" 


One corner of Chris's mouth turned up as he narrowed his eyes lasciviously and softly patted his thigh in an 


invitation. 


Stone thought about saying something smartassed and laughing it off, but he detected something like a 
challenging gleam in Chris's eyes, as if he didn't believe Stone would actually do it. Maybe he just wanted to see 
Stone squirm, but Stone was having none of that. He made a show of depositing himself in Chris's lap and 
smiled brilliantly at Ed, who snapped a Polaroid. 


Chris did look somewhat surprised as he raised an eyebrow. "Satan Claus only brings presents to naughty boys 
and girls," he teased. "Have you been a naughty boy?" 


Stone felt his ears burning, but he refused to unlock his eyes from Chris's. "Very," he said with a smirk 
"That's what | like to hear," Chris purred. "What do you want for Christmas?" 

"Um." Stone finally broke his gaze and looked up, tilting his head as though deep in thought. "I want a case of 
beer that | don't have to share with anyone else." He glared theatrically at Ed, who was staring at the odd 


scene with a strange half smile. 


"And," Stone continued, "a new pipe, ‘cause someone stole my good one.” He shifted his glare to Jeff, who was 


looking slightly amused and more than slightly uncomfortable. 
It seemed to take Jeff a couple of seconds to realize what Stone had said. "I did not!" 
"Anything else, naughty boy?" 


Stone returned his attention to Chris. He tapped his fingertips against his pursed lips, pretending to think. "Just 
one more thing," he said with a grin. "Chris Cornell under the tree, wearing a little red bow." 


"Big red bow," Chris said pointedly. He didn't seem affected at all, and Stone was vaguely disappointed but didn't 


show it. 
"Hey." 
Stone's head snapped up to see Mike walking through the door, and he silently cursed himself for being jumpy. 


"Have you guys seen m-" Mike blinked at Stone and Chris, then looked at Ed and then Jeff. Without another 


word, he turned around and walked out. 


"Ooh," Stone said excitedly, turning back to Chris with a big grin, "do | get on the extra naughty list for 


scarring him for life?" 
"| could be persuaded," Chris replied, and Stone saw the challenging glint in his eyes again 
Ed cleared his throat. "Alright, you two." 


"Pretty sure l'm scarred for life, too," Jeff grumbled. Stone didn't take his eyes off Chris, but he was certain 


Jeff had his face screwed up comically into a grimace. 


Stone and Chris were locked in a staredown, and Stone wasn't about to blink first. Although they were grinning 
at each other and Stone was actually on the verge of laughter, the intensity was nearly palpable. 


Eddie finally broke it up. "Come on, little boy," he said, wrapping an arm around Stone's waist and pulling him off 
of Chris's lap. "We have work to do." 


"Hmph," Stone grunted at Ed with an exaggerated pout before stomping over to his guitar. 
"And you," Eddie said as he plucked the santa hat from Chris's head, “are a distraction. Out." 


"Fine, I'll go." Chris stood and walked slowly to the door, glancing at his watch. "But only because there are 
Catholic co-eds to corrupt down the road at Saint Mary's." 


Jeff made a face. "School girls, Chris? Really?" 


"Co-eds, Jeff. Its a college," Chris replied. He looked at Stone. "I'm not a pervert," he said with a wink. 


